George drew near the house and looked at it. It was an ordinary working man's dwelling of, perhaps, rather the better class : two rooms up and two down, with a back kitchen on the ground floor. Glancing in at the front window, he saw that the room looked bare and empty. Probably the greater part of the furniture had been sold or pawned to meet the more pressing daily wants as they arose. This man and his wife had no children, so they had been able to cling to their old home longer than if they had had the additional expense of a family. No doubt, as they could count Miss Stanford among their friends, they would be able to tide over the bad time.
George looked at it for a moment, and then retired down the street, and leaned over the canal wall, looking down into the water and wondering how long she would be. He had gone first out of Dacre Street, but the canal passed along the end of it, and he would see her leave the house and be able to follow her again.
He sat for some time thinking about her. ( To be continued.)
